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Dont want no revenge 


Don't Want No Revenge 


Disclaimer: Not mine. Just Fiction 


Dave Mustaine through threw his head back, letting his fingers flow over the guitar's neck. The distortion 
making made his guitar scream and cry the faster his fingers flew, a whirlwind of sound, unable to tell where 


one note ended and the other began. His amp was turned up as high as it would go. He was drowning the 


Fuck Metallica. Fuck James. Fuck Cliff. Fuck Lars. Fuck! em! Burn in fuckin’ Hell! 


He didn't need them. He would make it by himself. He'd form his own band, one that was heavier, tougher, and 
bigger then than their shitty ass band would ever be. They'd be sorry, would be on their knees begging for 
him to come back, literally crawling on the ground like fuckin’ worms for him! And he would just laugh. They 


made a big mistake, kickin’ him out like that. Not even a fuckin’ second chance? 


He paused in his playing, letting his guitar fall onto the bed. 


. All alone now in this shitty apartment ,he grabbed a bottle of vodka that lay on the dirty bedside table. Killing 
the pain, killing himself. He quickly downed it and stared at the empty bottle. In a sudden burst of rage threw it 


against the bedroom wall, watching in satisfaction as it shattered in thousands of pieces 

Nothing worked. It didn't stop his pain, only fueled his hatred. 

Fuck James, that slimy piece of shit. 

Dave crossed the room heading over to where the broken glass lay on the floor. Mesmerized at the glittering 
fragments, he picked a piece up. He held it against the pale skin of his arm. It would be so easy. The image of 
blood dripping from his arm down to the floor sent warm sensations through his body. And the thought of it 
being someone else's blood almost made him giggle with delight. 

Blood. Their blood He could see it all too clearly. 

But a sudden knocking at the door broke the blood lust. He let the person knock a couple more times, not 
knowing whether to open it or not. He wasn't expecting anybody, who the fuck could it be? He glared towards 


the door, probably the fuckin’ landlady, Godamn, Dave would kill her before he fucked her again 


Curiosity finally won out and Dave left the bedroom and went to the door. He opened it. Soulful hazel eyes met 
his. It was a boy, and not a very tough looking one at that. He would be surprised if the kid was over nineteen. 


"What the hell do you want?" the redhead snarled. He was in no mood to be bothered by some fuckin’ boy 


scout. 


The kid fidgeted and ran as hand through his sandy blonde hair. "Well, uh..you were makin’ a lot of noise...and | 


was trying...trying to sleep, so if you could just, you know use comma keep it down a bit?" 

"No." 

And with that the door was slammed in David Ellefson's face. He stared at it for a few seconds before turning 
away. That hadn't gone as well as he hoped. He didn't walk very far when he heard the moody redhead wail on 
his guitar. Ok, so he hadn't really been sleeping, but he so desperately wanted to talk to that man in there. He 
didn't even know the guy's name, but he had watched him. That guy was something different, something 
special, and for some reason he was absolutely entranced by him. 

David bit his lip and turned back to knock on the door again. 


The door was yanked open. "What the fuck, kid?! Leave me alone!" Dave roared, 


The young blonde tried to grin. "You're still playin’ real loud, | can't sleep.” 


"Fuck of fl" Once again the door was slammed in David's face. 
Shit, David didn't mean to say that. He knocked for the third time. 
The door opened again "Listen you little shit, stop it!" the guitarist growled. 


For the first time David noticed that his speech was slurred. Drunk off his ass no doubt, but of course the 
smell of alcohol so permeated the red head's apartment that he wasn't surprised. 


"Um...hey, you play guitar, right?" David stuttered. "Well, | play bass!" 
"Fascinating." The door started to close. 


But David finally got a burst of courage and stuck his foot out blocking the door from closing all the way. "| 


was thinking we can jam sometime, you know?" 

Dave eyed the kid in his doorway. The messy honey blonde hair, the soft skin, even softer looking lips, 
persistent little bastard He was very young, probably all alone, looking for friends. The kid was starving for 
affection and friendship, like he used to be. Needed someone to show him the ropes. 

A smile played across his Dave's face. He could take him in. "What's your name, kid?" 

"David Ellefson." 

Another David? No, that wasn't good. "Ok, Junior you want to jam with me?" 

He was answered with a huge smile and a nod. 

"Go get your stuff then" 

David scampered off to get his equipment 


Perfect...moldable, breakable. 


Dave grinned wickedly as he watched the kid hurried away.. "So innocent," he muttered to himself. "Won't it be 


Aint No Payback Time 


Ain't No Payback Time 


Disclaimer: Not mine. Just fiction 


Note: Dave is not cute and cuddly in this. | warned yal 


*| like the way that | make you itch 
And all the reasons | give you to bitch 
And how | make you want to scream in pain 


And feel like your life is just a losing garve........ 


In my mind | could see him on my bed, his body writhing beneath me. He was gasping for air, shrieking for me 
to let him come. His small hips in my hands and his thin shoulder blades shaking. | could see those hazel eyes 
of his looking back at me with terror and lust. Feel his skin on mine, the electricity flowing between our bodies. 
| could taste his sweat, his cum, his blood. 


*| like the way that you let me in 

The way you look when the walls cave in 
| like the way that your stomach knots 
And how you cry for it all to stop....... 


| grinned and put the pen down. Sudden inspiration had caught me by surprise. The lyrics weren't forced, they 
just flowed. 


| leaned back and rubbed my dick, laughing at the memories. Sadistic? Yes. But true, very true. 


He wanted it, he never refused. | would take him whenever, wherever | wanted. Didn't even have to say 
anything to him, he knew. A glance, a quick flick of the wrist and he was on all fours without hesitation. On the 
stage, in the bedroom, on the bus, anywhere. Late at night, sunrise, or at lunchtime, didn't matter. He was 


mine, is mine 


| love that kind of power, better then any drug. The way it felt to slide in, to hear him scream, hear his cries. 
Begging me for more, slamming harder, hurting him. To be in control of his pain and pleasure, the rush of that 
more addicting than any shot of heroin 


| rubbed my dick again, it was growing inside my jeans. Shit, now | needed to find him! | sat up and stretched. 
He wasn't far, just down the hall. Thank God we were on tour, it was a lot easier to get to him when we were 


staying in the same hotel. 


| smiled to myself, and looked at the paper. I'd finish the lyrics later. Who knew, maybe he would even inspire 


me. 


Leaving the messy hotel room | padded out into the hallway. It was late practically two in the morning but | 
knew he would be up, or if he wasn't he would be shortly. 


His room was three doors down from mine. | knocked and waited, he didn't answer. | knocked on the door 


harder, no response. 

"Junior?!" | shouted, not caring whether | woke the other hotel guests up. "Junior, open the fuckin’ door!" 

| could hear him unlocking it and before he could open it | barged in. 

Stupid fucker, shouldn't keep me waiting! "What the fuck, Junior?! | was out there for like twenty minutes!" 

| was sleeping." 

His room was dark and | peered over him to see the bed sheets rumpled. | suppose he could have been. | 
calmed down, put my arm around his shoulder, pulling him close to me. "C'mon Junior," | whispered in his ear, 
watching as he shivered. "I need you, | wanna fuck you." 


He tried to pull away. "Dave...no..not tonight" 


| held him tighter, slipping my other arm around his waist and pushing my hand up his shirt. "Don't make mad, 
get in bed." 


He shook his head. "Dave, please..no..! don't want to." 


My dick throbbed. | started to lift up his shirt but he stopped me. "Stop..leave me alone." he mumbled, placing 
his hands against my chest and pushing away. He started to walk away. "I've had enough.” 


| growled and grabbed his wrist. "What the fuck has gotten into you?!" 
He never refuses mel! 
He wouldn't look at me, he stared at the at the wall. "| don't want to do this anymore, Dave. | can't do it" 


| placed my hand against his cheek, as gently as | could. "You don't mean that." 


"Yes, | do," he whispered. He didn't pull away. His hazel eyes distant as if he wished he were anywhere else but 


here. 

"Fuck, Junior!" | growled, my dick still throbbing for release. "Real quick, c'mon!" 
"No" 

My hand gripped his face, "What's the reason? How come all the sudden its no?" 


He sighed, his eyes still not meeting mine. "I just..can't.l'm tired of. Tired of being used, tired of being taken 


advantage of. | want something more, but you won't ever let that happen." 
| laughed, "That it? You want a relationship? That's funny, Junior! You almost had mel Cute! Very cutel” 
He didn't answer , but he tried to free himself from my grip. 


It wasn't fair! He wasn't suppose to do this! Those perfect lips wrapped around my cock, my hand in that soft 


hair. | wanted him. | needed him. 


"Junior." | whined, my hand tightening around his jaw, my hand on his wrist snaking up to his shoulder. "Junior, | 


don't want to hear this. | just want to hear you scream for me to give it to you harder." 


"Dave, let go of mel” He winced in pain. He struggled to extract my hand from his face, but | didn't loosen my 
grip. "Ow! Fucker!" 


| brought my face an inch away from his. And slowly guided him towards the bed, but he was dragging his 
feet. 


"Stop, Dave!" 
"Shut up!" 


For some reason his resistance was only fueling my lust. The struggle was making my head spin. | grabbed him 


and pushed him onto the bed, forcing my weight on top of him. He squirmed beneath me. 


| laughed as | felt him push me off, he crawled toward the edge of the bed. | reached him before he got there 
and dragged him back to me. 


He turned on me and belted me across the face, | pulled back in surprise and pain. And he quickly jumped off 


the bed and ran towards the door. 


Anger and lust had taken hold of me and | followed him, pouncing on him before he could reach it. | wrestled 


him to the ground tearing at his shirt, ripping it completely off. 
"Fuck offl" Junior screamed. 


| ignored him and straddled his thighs, working on his pants. | was going to have him one way or another, | 
didn't care. | could see the curly hair peeking over his briefs, in one savage move | yanked his pants off. But 
before | could reach his briefs, he grabbed my shoulders and forced me off of him, we rolled on the floor 


until he pinned me down. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you?! Fuckin Psychotic bastard!" He pinned my arms above my head and sitting 


on my stomach. 


| smiled at him, this is why | made him stay with me for so long. Yes, he does whatever | tell him to. Yes, he 
is my bitch but he should never be considered weak Behind that sweet boy, lay a raging demon. And it was so 


much fun watching it come out. Seeing him get angry was almost felt as good as seeing his pain 


| lay still, relaxing my muscles. Junior glared at me, "l'm gonna let you up, and then | want you to leave. Don't 


even say anything just go." his voice quavering, like he was trying not to cry. | nodded, and he rolled off of me. 
Stupid boy. 

The minute | felt the weight lift | sprang up and grabbed him by those lovely blonde locks, giggling as | heard 
him whimper. | pulled his head back, forcing him to look at me, "You're such an idiot, Junior! I'm gonna get what 
| came here for!" 

His eyes widened as he saw me reach with my one free hand for my pants. "Fuck," | muttered, realizing that 
unbuttoning with one hand is next to impossible. "Godamnit! Junior, fix me!" When he made no movement | 
yanked his hair. "Now!" 

He immediately went for my pants, unbuttoning me and pushing them down far enough where | could kick them 


off. | had been prepared and went commando. His eyes locked with mine, silently pleading for me to stop. So sad 


and hurt. 


"You're turn" | said motioning for him to finish getting undressed. His eyes never left me as he took off his 
briefs. | leaned over, my mouth against his ear. " Good boy. Now on the bed" 


| gave one more good yank and pushed him towards the bed, watching in delight as the rebellion and hatred left 
him. The look of defeat now clouded those hazel eyes. 


| had won. | would get my way. 


He crawled onto the bed on all fours, waiting for me. His head hung low, his hair in his face. The sight of him 


totally submissive to me making my cock harden again. 


| followed him onto the bed. He shivered as | approached him. "What about lube?" he called out quietly. 
Bringing my hand down, my dick glistening with pre-cum. "Don't worry, | have my own" 


He tensed as | trailed my fingertip down his spine. Parting his ass cheeks as | moved my self up till | was 
practically on top of him. ‘You ready?" | asked. 


"Fuck you, Dave!" He shouted. "God, just get it over with and leave me alone!" 


| shrugged and waited a little longer, watching him squirm with anticipation. | slid into him as quick as | could, 


but his body was fighting me. 
But I like challenges. 
With one arm snaked around his stomach, with the other | grabbed that beautiful hair again He was shaking 


against me digging his fingernails into my arm. He cried out as | went deeper, pulling us together. Our bodies in 


unison, constant flowing motion. My hand tightening, tugging his hair. | slammed into him hard, rocking the bed. 


| came inside him, | wasn't sure if he did before me, or maybe he never did at all. | pulled out rolling off him 


and sitting up, another burst of inspiration had caught me. 


Wiping myself off with the sheets | opened up the bedside drawer, searching for pen and paper. | found them 
and wrote the lyrics that had just popped into my head. 


| grinned and turned towards Junior, who was curled up in a ball facing away from me. 

Hoy" 

He looked at me, his eyes vacant and empty. "What the fuck do you want now?" he whispered. 
| showed him the paper. 

*| like the way that you fool yourself 

And make believe there's nobody else 


| like the way that you stand in line 
And beg salvation from the empty skies..... 


Here Comes the... 


Here Comes the... 


Disclaimer: Not mine Just Fiction. 


It was sinful and evil to think that way, to want another man. To want to kiss him, feel him, to have his dick so 
buried deep in you that all you saw was stars. But | dwelled on that thought every single time | saw him, | 
wanted him. 


If my family only knew...well.. 


And then | got up my nerve, and he talked to me! He invited me into his room. | was more than happy even if 


it was only suppose to be for a jam session 
Yeah, right. A jam session... 


| was so young, so naive. He was a god, a god who wanted me. | followed him in foolishly to his bedroom, he 
made up a lie on how it was easier to play in there. | knew it wasn't the truth, but | didn't care. 


He was so rough and raw. | was a virgin to it all, and he gladly pillaged me. Laughing every time | cried out in 


pain. He loved that. 
He still loves it. 


| watch the back of his head as he scribbles more lyrics down, the mass of red hair a tangled mess from the 
struggle. He's hunched over the end of the bed, just out of kicking reach..damn. 


| hate him. 
God, | hate him so much. 


| stare at that him, imagining what it would look like if he was the one who lost, if he had to receive all this 


pain. For once, | want to win. 
"Junior," he says. "Look at this." 


He hands me a slip of paper with the lyrics on them. 


*| like the things that you try to fake 


And your face when | see you break 

And that you say you will pray for me 

You realize you are prey for me 

"Fucker," | hiss, crumbling up the piece of paper and throwing it at him. 

He laughs, and begins to crawl toward me, like some kind of gigantic cat. His eyes glitter in the dim light. 

| stiffen as he draws near me. Please, just go away! But he doesn't, instead he stretches himself out beside me 
and nuzzles up against my neck. "God, Junior.that was so hot, we gotta do that again," he murmurs, his breath 


is hot and | can feel his lips gently brush my skin 


| try to push him away but he rolls over so that he's practically on top of me and his legs settles in between 


mine. 

Dave, just stop... 

His hair is in my face as he kisses my neck and then goes around my collarbone. His hair smells good, and his 
kisses feel even better, my cock hardens much to my horror. He notices and lifts his head up to grin at me. 
"See, | knew you would come around in the end, you always do. That's why you're my little bitch, my perfect 
little slave. You do everything the master tells you, good boy." 

"You fuckin’ raped mel" | shouted. "I didn't give in you pinned me to the fuckin’ ground!" 

He shook his head, those red lips curling into a wicked smile. " | didn't rape you Junior, you were willing.” 


No | wasn't! 


"Yeah | wrestled around with you, but you gave up at the end" He started tracing circles on my chest, those 
piercing eyes digging into my soul..destroying me. 


| didn't give up. | don't remember that! He was lying, had to be lying. 
"No." | whisper. "Not true.” 


He leans over to kiss me, it's gentle and soothing but | don't return it. "Yes, it is." He then kisses my stomach, 
his tongue follows my treasure trail and | get a chill in spite of myself. 


Nol Just leave me alone! 


| don't want this..not anymore. To be treated like a whore, am | even his friend? No, I'm just his fuckin’ sex toy. 


His little play thing that he gets to bang anytime he wants. He doesn't care about me, only cares about his 


own needs and how he will fulfill them. 

Oh, and he does care about my pain. He loves to torture me. Not just physically too. The way he fucks 
groupies when I'm right outside his door, or the way he fawns all over his wife just to get under my skin He 
has a wife, what does that make me? 


The fuckin’ mistress? 


Well, it's almost a decade and I've had enough. | decided that, | stuck to that. But he didn't listen. He forced me... 
| didn't give in! | couldn't have. 


Dave stops kissing my stomach to look at me he pulls himself so his face is inches from mine. | see his hand 
raised in the air, like he's gonna smack me. What did | do? | cringe but a blow never comes, he laughs softly 
and brings his hand down to stroke my cheek. "I need you. | wanna fuck you," he giggles, his other hand finds 
my dick and strokes it. 

"No Dave..ino more.” | gasp out. 

Make it stop feeling so good. Stop being so gentle. | need to hate you! 

Fuck, this is what always drew me back. He could be the sweetest person..but only after..never before or 
during. IT was so disarming, the smile on his face, the caresses on my body. But it was all just an act, | 
couldn't escape from him. Despite the gentleness, his body was pinning me down.he was still in complete 


control. 


His lips find mine again, relentless, even when | try to twist away. His stubble scratches my chin and cheek. He 
leans heavily on my chest, forcing the air out of my lungs. My dick is so hard, rubbing against his. 


| give in. Fuck And he hums contentedly as he ravages my mouth, his tongue practically down my throat. His 
hand goes from my cheek to my head, already sensitive | gasp. But he doesn't pull he simply runs his fingers 
through. So delicate. 

| want him off me! 

No, | want him to Fuck me! 

No more, no more... 

l'm crying and | don't realize it. He looks up and his face is wet with my tears. 


"Fuck! Junior, what the hell?" 


| bite my lip..No | can't give in again... 


"Last time?" | whisper. 


A smile spreads across his face. He's getting is own way. Fuckin bastard He doesn't answer me but his vicious 


assault is answer enough. 


The struggle will go on... 


*| like the way you stay on attack 
No matter what | keep coming back 
And how you try to hold me down 
But your end up driven to the ground 


Reckoning Day 


Reckoning Day 


Disclaimer: Not mine. Just Fiction 


Junior knew for a while that he wanted to leave, but he had waited, stuck it out. But for what reason? Love? 


Embarrassment? Some tiny hope that things would become different? 
Blame it on money, it's a good excuse. Junior wanted more money, deserved it in his mind. 


He remembered the day when it was finally over. He got in the arrogant redhead's face, called him every name 
under the sun. He hid behind the money issue, it was a good front. What was he suppose to say? 


Sorry, Dave | have to stop loving you because it destroys me... 


Junior remembered the day so well. Pushing Dave up against the wall, screaming at him. For once he was in 


control, for once Dave had nothing to say. 


He just stood there, with those piercing hazel eyes. Emotion never betrayed him. Junior waited for the 


explosion that never came. He was so calm, didn't fight back, didn't raise his voice. 
Because he knew. 

"This isn't about money, " he said quietly. "Is it?" 

Junior practically shook with rage. "Yes, it is! You're cheating me, fucker! | deserve more!" 
Don't be so calm...it only makes it hurt worse. 

"You're lying," Dave's voice barely above a whisper. "Its something more." 

"No it isn't!" Junior insisted. 

Yes.it is. just want it to end... 

And then the bastard had the audacity to reach out and stroke Junior's cheek. 

Stop it! | have to hate you! 


"You know what the contract says?" 


"Yes, but you can change it!" 

Dave shook his head. 

Junior felt a sudden heaviness in his heart. Dave didn't want him to stay? 

The redhead pulled his hand away from the bassist's cheek. "This is it, right, Junior?" 

The blonde lowered his eyes. "Yes, unless | get more money.” 

"Then its good-bye?" 

"| guess so..." 

And with that he was out. It was over. Junior could relax. He was free. 

No more pain and torture. No more jealousy or anxiety. No more Megadeth. 

No more Dave. 

KERR RRR RRR RRR RRR RRR KK KKK 

Junior grumbled as he struggled to open the front door, while carrying three grocery bags. He cursed again as 
a jar of peanut butter and a can of soup fell onto the porch. Putting the bags on the ground he opened the 
door. He grabbed the three bags and walked into his out kicking the door shut. He'd worry about the soup and 
peanut butter later. 

He made his way to the kitchen and dropped the bags onto the floor. On the counter by the phone was the 
answering machine, the little red light flashed three times. He pressed the play button and turned to put some 
groceries away. 

The first message was his cousin, she was coming to town and wanted to visit. Would he be willing to let her 
and her family stay for a couple of days? Sure why not, hadn't seen much of his family and he wasn't doing 


anything. 


He opened the refridgerator and put away the eggs. The second message came on, it was his mother, she was 


still feeling ill 
Fuck, he should really visit. 


He grabbed the milk from its bag and started to put it away. 


The third message played. 

‘Jesus Christ!" He gasped and dropped the carton, milk spilling all over the linoleum. "Fuck!" 
There was no greeting, the person didn't even say where they were. Just two sentences.. 
"| need you. | wanna fuck you... 
Godamnit! Don't do this this to me, he pleaded silently. He stared at the phone, no he wasn't going to give in. 
He was out of his life. That fucker had some nervel 

Did he expect him to just immediately drop what he was doing and run right out there and bend over? 
With a growl he grabbed the phone and dialed Dave's cell phone number. He'd show him! 

The phone rang twice before Dave's gruff voice answered. 

"Who the hell do you think you are?" Junior snapped. “I'm not your slave!" 

There was a pause And Dave's laughter could be heard. 

"What's so funny?" 

"I knew you would call back." 

The calmness in his voice irritated Junior. "The fuck you did!" 

"No, | really did" 

"Oh yeah? How?" 


Dave once again laughed. "Because | know you and | know that you want me too, so cut the shit and get your 


skinny little ass over here." 

"You arrogant bastard." 

"C'mon. Junior?" 

"No! l'm not even in the fuckin’ band anymore!" 


"| need you." the voice whined. 


Junior shut his eyes. 

No not again! 

| wanna fuck you." Dave pleaded. 

There was a long pause and then Dave heard a sigh. 

Checkmate. 

"Where are you?" 

Dave grinned. "At my house, get over here quickly. The wife won't be home for a couple more hours." 
"I fuckin’ hate you, you know that?" 

"Of course." 


"But Dave, the contract? The money?" 


Now it was Junior's turn to laugh. 
Dave wanted him back. 


Fuck, two decades as Dave Mustaine's bitch..you'd deserve a raise too. 


Addicted to Chaos 


Addicted to Chaos 
Disclaimer: | don't own Dave Mustaine or David Ellefson*sigh* | really wish | did..This is only a work of fiction 


Note: Two more chapters to go! 


| pace back and forth watching the clock. When will he get here?! Its been like an hour already! It shouldn't take 
him this long! Where the fuck is he?! 


My shirt is already off, saves time. God, | haven't seen Junior in so long. My mouth is watering at the mere 
thought of him under me, my dick ramming into his tight little ass... 


| need him. | need Junior. He's the only fuckin’ drug | can't seem to quit. And now I'm back to him again. The 
money issue? Well, I'm not planning on giving in, but there are other things we can negotiate. Besides l'm 


positive that once Junior remembers what it feels like to be my little bitch he'll come to his senses. 


The doorbell rings and | practically sprint over. God, he has me so hyped up and on edge. | throw open the door 


to be greeted by those mournful hazel eyes, the exact same eyes | looked into so many years ago. 

"Junior!" 

"Dave," his voice almost inaudible. He stands there, holding a small bag. Sex toys maybe? 

My dick immediately stands to attention, pressing against my thin sweatpants. ‘| am so glad you here!" | grab 
his arm and drag him into the house, slamming the door behind us. "Quick run to the bedroom, I'll lock the 
doors." 

"But Dave, | thought we could discuss my contract first 

| laugh, can't help myself. Wow, had he really become this foolish? | thought he knew me better then that! 
"We'll discuss in bed like | said on the phone" | grin reach out and smack his ass. 


His eyes widen and he clutches his bag to his chest. But he slowly starts towards my room. 


| hurry and lock the front door, than | follow Junior to my room. He sits at the edge of my bed, doesn't even 
take off his shoes. 


"C'mon Junior, strip for me, bitch." 


He doesn't even look at me. "No." 


| scrunch up my face in bewilderment. "What the fuck?! That was the whole point of you coming over, you 


know?" 

"Well, why don't you ask nicely" 

Again laughter escapes me. Has Junior forgotten me so quickly? "Me | don't ask nicely, you know that: 
"That's too, bad" 


I'm getting more and more confused by his calmness. There's no emotion in his voice, he just sits there staring 


at my dresser. So creepy..just like that one night. 
Oh, | see.. 


"You want to play like that, huh Junior?" | smile and slink towards him. “That's my favorite way, gets me so 


hot..controlling you like that.hearing you scream for me to stop." 
He notices where l'm going with this. "Dave, don't..." 


"Good," | crawl onto the bed beside him and push him down, he drops his bag onto the floor. "but | want you 
to put more feeling into it" 


"No, I'm serious! Stop it!" 


This is just like old times and | ignore his plea. He'll come around of course and give in. Like always. Nothing 


changes. 

| pin one hand above his head, the other | pin by his side, using my knee to hold it. But damnit, he has too 
much clothing on! | use my one free hand to unzip his jacket, underneath | see a T-shirt. A very tight one and 
that, showing off his muscles. 


Fuck, l'm gonna have to let him go in order for him to undress. 


"Junior, I'm gonna let you go, but don't try to escape. | don't want to drag your skinny ass back up here and 


chain you to this bed" 
Actually on second thought, that's not a bad idea.. 


He nods, and | release him. | watch him, my muscles tense ready for any sign of resistance. But he's being a 


good little bitch and takes off his jacket, next the shirt. 


| can see that dull look in his eye. | won already? That was fast, | at least expected more of a struggle. | 


congratulate myself on breaking him in record time. 
| smile and lean down to pick up his bag, "You know what, Junior? You're just too fuckin’ predictable." 


‘Oh, really?" | see sudden movement out of the corner of my eye. 


Train of Consequences 


Author's Notes: 
Hehehe.tthis is for ‘Scotchy and her Dave muse! ;) 


Train of Consequences 


He really is beautiful, lying there on the bed. The snarl gone from his face, those red lips parted slightly. His 
eyes shut so | can't see the wicked flicker in them. | always hated that, to look in his eyes and see the joy it 
gave him when | was in pain But now that he's unconscious, his red hair spread out around him like a halo. He's 


almost angelic to look upon. 


He stirs slightly as | reach out to stroke his cheek. My eyes travel down to his chest then stomach, his chest 


rising and falling underneath me in a steady rhythm. 

"You really are giving me no choice," | whisper to him. "Believe me, | don't want to do this, but you have to 
learn. | just want you to know how it feels. To be used like this, treated the way you treat me. If there was 
another way..but there isn't" 

He doesn't hear me, his eyelids still closed. Shit, must have hit him harder than | thought. 


| get up from the position of straddling him and roll off the bed. My bag is lying on the floor where | left it, | 


pick it up rummaging through its contents. 

Dave moans and | jump in surprise. His eyes fly open, and wildly search the room. 

"Junior?!" he screeches when he spots me at the end of the bed. "You little fuckin’ prick! You hit me! | should 
kill youl" He starts to get up but realizes he can't. "The fuck.?" He struggles against his restraints, but is held 
tight. "Am | fuckin’ tied to the bed?!" 

| nod. "I chained you to your bed posts. You can't escape." 

His eyes widen and he twists his head up to investigate the handcuffs, holding his hands and the ropes tied 
each leg, making him spread-eagled across the bed. He tugs against them again but to no avail. "Shit!" | hear 
him mutter. "Fuckin' helll" 


"Sorry, but it had to be done." 


His eyes snap back to me. | almost wince under the gaze. My hands are shaking, | can feel it. | can't stand that 


look..so cold and full of hate. "Why Junior? Why did you do this to me?" His voice is surprisingly calmer then 


what | was expecting, but its still laced with venom. 
"You would kill me, if | had let you be free. And you would have raped me if | didn’t hit you." 


He smiles at me, but it lacks any warmth or tenderness. It only chills my heart. "That's nonsense, Junior. | 


wouldn't have raped you. And | promise | won't kill you. Now c'mon and let me go’ 

se 

"Whati?" he hisses. 

"No, | won't. Im not letting you go.” 

"Junior.C'mon" He talks to me the way a parent would a child. "Let me go. You had your fun" 
He expects me to let him go. Well, it won't be that easy. 


"Fuck you, Dave!" | growl, as | go over to him. Slinging a leg over and straddling his stomach again. "You're not 
leaving, till 'm finished with you." 


He laughs. "Oh, really? And just what do you plan to do to me, huh?" 


| hate it that he doesn't take me seriously! | hate the fact that he mocks everything | do! He should be afraid 


of me..| have to make him afraid of me... 
"You know, | wouldn't be laughing. I'm not the one, chained to the bed." 
His eyes watch me in amusement. "Oh, dear me! Big bad Ellefson! Someone save me!" 


| can feel my anger growing. What was | thinking? Like this would ever work? | consider leaving but decide to 


make one last effort. 

"Tell me, Dave," | say leaning over him. "What do you fear most?" | put my finger in my mouth and swirl it 
around. Dave watches me with intense curiosity. | take the finger out and reach back, sliding my hand between 
Dace's thighs and gently passing my finger across Dave's ass crack. His teeth clench and his eyes widen even 
more. | grin at him. "Does that bother you?" 

"No, now cut it out, Junior." 


My finger slowly pushes into Dave's entrance. And | get a sick rush of joy as | see the look of gear in his eyes. 


"Junior, l'm fuckin’ serious. Knock it of fl" 


| withdraw my finger. "ls somebody afraid? What's the matter?" 
‘lm not afraid. l'm nobody's bitch, that's alll" 


Anger surges through my body and | ball up my fist and punch him in the face. His nose starts bleeding, 


almost immediately. "What's the matter with being a bitch?! You have no problem making me one!" 
“That's different, you- 


| punch him again before he can finish. It gives me a twisted sense of pleasure, watching him bleed and knowing 


he's helpless to fight back. 
Now | see why he likes it! 


“There is no difference!" | scream. "Am | less of a man, for letting you do that to me? Less of a person?! To 


you, I'm nothing more then a play thing, right?" 
His lips are cracked and bleeding and his nose is covered in blood. "Junior, you know that's not true." 


"Yes it is," | say bitterly. | get off him and stand on the floor, facing away from him. | kick off my shoes and 


socks and unbutton my pants. 
| can feel Dave's gaze on my back. Just keep watching. 


| slide my pants down, stepping out of them and pull my boxers off too. | turn to face him completely naked. 
"You want me, Dave?" | whisper. 


He says nothing, but watches me intently. 


| get back on the bed next to him, noting that his cock is half hard. | straddle him again. "Say it. C'mon, say you 


want me." 

| scoot up closer to him, my cock inches from his face. Reaching down | stroke my self, letting out soft moans. 
My dick starts to drip pre-cum. And | coat myself with it and smear some on Dave's swollen and bloody lips. 
He licks it off. His eyes are clouded with lust: 

"Say it, Dave." 


"I want you." His voice cracks, his gaze never wavers from my dick. "God, Junior! You made your point!" 


| scoot back down between his legs. "Have 1?" | lift his hips up. 


He shakes his head. "No, Junior! Not that!" 
"Why not? You said you wanted me?" My finger returns and gently pushes in. 
Dave stiffens. "David stop!" 


And | do pause for a minute. He just called me David. He never does that. | feel a tinge of guilt. He asked me to 
stop, maybe | should listen 


No, he never listened to mel 

My finger pushes in all the way to the knuckle. | explore the inside first before adding another digit. 
"David, please stop!" he whines, his voice ragged. "Don't do this." 

| have to Dave. You have to know what it feels like. You can't take me for granted anymore. 


When the second finger is in to the knuckle | withdraw them both. Dave relaxes for a second until he realizes 


what is about to happen. | lift up his hips and slide beneath him. 

He bucks against me. "David..you cant." 

| look up at him and he stares right back at me. His eyes are huge and all | can see is fear. 
But he shouldn't be afraid! What does he have to be afraid of? Nothing. What a fuckin’ pussy! 
l'm so close..at his entrance.. 


But this is wrong! He said please! Am | as bad as he is for not stopping? I'm turning into him! No, | don't want 
to be him! | don't want to cause pain and fear! 


So close.. just wanted you to understand... 


But | can't back out now! Can |? Even if | destroy whatever threads of a relationship we have, | still have to do 


this, right? 

"David. love you." 

Stop saying my name! | don't love you..Stop confusing me! His words echo in the very core of my soul. 
I'm so close..almost there... 


| love you too... 


"DAVID!" 


This was My Life 
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This Was My Life 

"| love you." 

In the heat of the moment | had said those horrid three words. | said it in order to make him stop.. 

Or did |? 

But he doesn't stop. | can feel him inside me. 

Its hot, so hot! And it pulsates as it drills its way in me.. 

My body is betraying me as | buck against him. 

My breathing goes slack and sweat pours off of me, | wanna scream but it dies in my throat. | squirm and try 
to get away but it bores into me, sending shockwaves of sweet erotic pleasure and unbearable pain through 
my body. 

Nol | can't believe it! He did it! He actually did it! 

But something is wrong, the rhythm is so erratic and | may not have a voice but he does.. 

"David! David! David!" | watch him scream. His eyes shut, tears streaming down his cheeks. "David!" 


Who's name is he screaming? Mine? His? 


| can't do anything about it, | just grit my teeth. Had | pushed him this far over the edge? Certainly not, right? 
It can't just be me, | didn't do this! 


"Davidl" he shrieks. "Oh my God!" 


| squeeze my eyes shut as he pulls out of me and when | open them | see he's hunched over me, sobbing. | 


can see his dick, swollen and dripping but completely ignored | don't think he realizes he's in this room. He's 


gone. 
"David?" | say quietly, my voice barely above a whisper. "Calm down" 

He looks up at me and blinks. "I can't do it.Why can't | do this?" 

| don't answer him, what could | say? Sorry, | can't help. Besides, | don't want his cock in me..I'm nobody's bitch. 
But watching the broken creature in front of me..| feel..almost..guilty... 


Maybe | do deserve this. If Junior can take it why can't |? But it doesn't feel right to me. Call it ego, call it 


pride, but something in me just won't allow it. 

But allows me to force myself on Junior anytime | feel like it. 

There's that guilt again.. 

He's weeping over me, | feel his tears as the drop onto my stomach. "David, its ok" 

"No, it isnt," he snaps. "| just fucked everything up..l want to do it..but | dont want to be you..and now?" 
"And now, what?" 

He brings his face up to look at me, those hazel eyes look so tortured. 

| did this... 

"And now?" he sighs. "You're gonna hate me and kill me. | messed everything up, just for revenge." 
"| won't kill you," | say, honestly. 

"But you'll hate me.." The bitterness in his voice almost breaks my heart, well, at least if | had one. 
"Just untie me, ok?" 

He shakes his head. 

"Please? I'm begging you." 

"No, I'm not going to..! need you to listen 


| know he's serious so | stay silent. How did we come to this? We had always gotten along and now this? Was it 


cause he was no longer in Megadeth? Or were there signs all along the way but | was just to blind to see? 


"Dave? l.l just..'m tired" His voice quavers. "I'm tired of being like this. Tired of feeling this way. Tired of loving 
you." 


He loves me? 
| said it too... 
Oh My God... 


"It was never about the money, you know that?" he continues. "I just wanted an excuse to get away, to get 


over you. But its not that easy is it?" 
| don't know what to say to him. 


"But its always easy for you, right Dave? Take anything you want! No feelings! No consequences! Just your 
desires and needs, right?" 


You're so wrong, David. 
"Tell me, do you even care about me in the least bit?" 


| want to say yes. | should say yes. | should fuckin kiss him and scream out for all to hear that | am 


completely in love with this man. 
But | don't.. 


Another tear forces it's way down Junior's cheek. "| thought so. | cared so much about you, yet others who 


didn't were the only ones on your mind!" 
James, Lars..shit, he's right. 
| had everything | could ever want in front of my eyes but | was to blind to see. 


"Well, Fuck them and fuck youl" he shouts. "l.l love you..you stupid fucker! And | shouldn't after everything 
that has happened, | should hate your fuckin’ guts!" 


My heart is breaking..! was so stupid..it took me this long to realize that? 
"lm going to leave you, now. I'm glad you hate me, makes it easier." He turns and starts to walk away. 


We're going to part again..and this time forever..unless | do something. Unless | swallow my pride for once... 


He starts down the hallway. The best thing in my life and I'm letting it get away.. 

"Nol" | shout. "Don't go!" 

He doesn't come back right away but when he does | see he's still crying, 

| need to just say it. 

"Um..please, don't leave me." 

Fuck, why can't | say it! 

"Why not?" he says leaning in the doorway, strands of auburn hair falling in his face. 

"Uh..Who's gonna untie me if you leave?" 

Damn it, Mustaine! Just say it already! 

His face falls. "You'll find someone." He turns to leave again. 

| swallow my pride, now or never.. 

"David Ellefson, | love you! I've loved you since | laid eyes on you! | love the way you smile, you laugh, the way 
your nose crinkles up when you're playing the bass. | love your hair, your eyes, your cock, everything. Now 
don't you fuckin’ walk out on me!" 

There | had said it. It was out. | was some sensitive pussy because of it, but | didn't care. It was the truth. 
The hazel eyes glowed. "You're not shittin’ me, are ya?" 

"No," | whispered. "Believe me, | can't fake that mushy crap." 

His eyes lit up and | saw him smile. "Fuck, Dave..you sentimental jerk!" 

| smiled back. "See, now come here." 


He did he came over to the bed and untied me, first my feet then my hands. | sat up and stretched | reached 


over for him and he cringed. But | only held him in an embrace. 


Pride, Arrogance they can take a fuckin’ hike! | finally feel at peace for once. | feel happy and its not because 


of some sadistic game or revenge its love. 


Real love. 

God, | really have turned into a pussy! 

| could feel his body shaking against mine. He was crying again. 

"Damn it, Junior! What the hell are you crying about now?" 

He looked up at me grinning. "My dick hurts so bad..if | don't get release I'm gonna fuckin’ pop!" 

| laughed. "That all?" | pulled him on top of me, our cocks sliding together. "I can help with that?" 
"Say it, Dave!" 

| nod and he crawls beside me on all fours, waiting. 

| touch his face, gently. 


"Junior, | love you, | need you, | wanna fuck you...” 
y y y 


